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conscious of the silent invitation lurking in the faces of shop-
girls disgorged from the various buildings. His wild pigeon, he
thought, would put up scarcely any resistance. He had only to
beckon and she would come.

At last the day dawned when he was to see the girl. He started
the afternoon by having his hair cut, after which he returned to
his hotel and ran up the stairs, whistling. Fanny was waiting for
him in his room. She was sitting on the bed. Her furs gave her a
thick and padded appearance, and she was wearing a veil. He
tried in vain to keep his temper. He had not been expecting her,
and this sort of thing was not playing the game. There was
nothing he so much disliked as meeting her at times other than
those of their prearranged trysts in the rue Visconti. . . . There
would be trouble with the manager.

"And I'd planned it as such a pleasant surprise for you! You
were so sweet to me last time!"

He heard the ache in her words, but not the irony. It was just
like women all over, he grumbled: the more one gives, the more
they want. He walked up and down the tiny room, the ceiling
of which he could have touched by stretching his hand. He began
gesticulating in a sudden burst of southern exuberance. She,
meanwhile, remained motionless on the bed, watching him. Her
passivity got on his nerves. He told her that she must go.

"Come on, get out!"

What he meant was, "Leave this room/* but she made a
pretence of believing that he intended this to be a final break,
and began to whine.

"But where am. I to go, Fabien?"

She was at the end of her tether, within measurable distance
of complete collapse,

"You no longer believe a word I say. No one ever does believe
people who say they wish they were dead."

"We're dead akeady," he replied.

She tried to turn the whole thing into a joke.